The Lyric Moment

plain of vineyards to the blue and distant sea. This is high up
and in the chestnut woods. The goatherds and swineherds
wander here; but the peasants only come here for feasting and
for looking down upon the sea. It is the nymphs, therefore, who
dance with clashing cymbals in a ring. Their circle is as a brake
upon the steep declivity of the vale. It leads down through the
spring morning, down, down, among the myrtles. The slope of
it gathers speed as it falls, as it spreads out like the curves of a
cornucopia and is heaped with the fruits and flowers of the
spring. It is a tideless sea, and the literal runs along the West.
Who is there that has walked in this hour out on the margin of
the sands! Here is the shell of Venus. Another shepherd saw her,
or her nymph, on such a morning. But look back to the moun-
tains! Listen! listen! It is thundering upon Acroceraunia. Not in
the leafy woods; nor by the river pool. It is the soft hour when he
comes out from the reeds. When every nymph, but one, has left
her mirror, who lingers for him and pretends to flee, but lets
herself be taken.

It is the lyric moment. That is why the rivergod speaks or
sings to music. Sweet haycocks make amphibian beds for love,
for this moment's mating of two elements. They climb up on the
haycock and, afterwards, what do they see? Not strawberry beds:
nor the espaliered orchard: not the clipped limetrees ringing
scent down from their eaves: nor masked mezzetin and the strum-
ming of the mandoline: nor his chequered suit, for it is hidden in
the boscage. Not this, nor that. Ah! no. It is the age of innocence.
Here is no artifice. Nature is still taming man. And yet! This is
the rivergod of frescoes and of fountains. The theme is nature,
made formal, and disposed for man.

That calls for a descending vale breaking down to the blue, or
Mediterranean. There are high eminences crowned with palaces
and a tideless sea. The sunlight breaks direct into this gulf. In-
deed, the sun is a marine deity or omnipotence. Often he is
throned upon the waves, on the blue lap of Amphitrite about to
sink into the nether world, in glaucous sleep, A galleon is tied
up to the quay. The complication of its web of rigging, the height
of its wooden poop, rising to the balconies or to the terrace and
to the orange tubs, casts down an insignificance upon the figures
on the shore, who face the declining sun and, as its rays run out
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